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TO THE MEMORY 
OF 
CAPTAIN ALFRED HUTTON, F.S.A., 
KING’S DRAGOON GUARDS, 
WHO TAUGHT ME, WHILE I WAS YET A CHILD, 
TO LOVE THE LORE OF THE SWORD 
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SWORD SONGS 


I. THE “GLe4DIUS” 
ROME. a.p. 103 


ORE sand! The stains dry fast, but 
do not fade. 
Still before Czsar’s chair 
The Tyrian awning hangs unswayed, 
Though Cesar’s self be there. 
Neither contending lions and leopards nor 
The strutting ostriches with painted plume 
Have stirred that silken gloom. 


Aimless and fitful clamour comes and 
goes 
Among the wavering crowd. 
Stray tufts of feather grey and rose, 

Vague as a sunset cloud, 
Are drifting towards the unseen Emperor. 
Then, suddenly, the silken curtain swings 

Upon its silver rings. 
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2. - oe ~ SWORD SONGS 
A teiimapet ‘Heabi’ ‘The Preetorians grip their 
swords. 
At last we have sight of him 
Who overthrew the Dacian hordes 
By Ister’s reeking rim. 
Trajan looks forth, beneath his broad low 
brow, 
With emerald-cumbered fingers vizard-wise 
Above his hidden eyes. 


For the great lord and conqueror of the world 
Here is more worthy sport ; 
A fair Mirmillo, ruddy-curled, 
Matched with a Thracian swart. 
Even the voiceful Plebs says little now. 
The murmur sinks. One hears above it all 
Nuts crack and nut-shells fall. 


First comes the Thracian, at whose heavy 
tread 
The fresh-flung sand is stirred. 
Sleek-bright the hair curves on his head 
As breast-plumes on a bird : 
And as he comes he shifts the buckler’s hold 
Upon his arm—then tries his sickle’s tip 
Against his nether-lip. 
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THE ‘GLADIUS ” 3 


Hearts leap to him, as hearts leap to the 
strong 
Whose strength all men may see ; 
His sullen eyes move o’er the throng 
As though their lord were he: 
And the Mirmillo, helmed in scaly gold, 
Crested with glittering fins and brazen-greaved, 
Comes almost unperceived. 


One glance towards Cesar’s ivory chair and 
one 
At the unpitying sky 
They throw, as men glance at the sun 
Who are led forth to die. 
Then, with the clash of bronze on bronze 
hard thrust, 
The straight sword smites the Thracian shield 
across 
Its midmost moon-bright boss. 


Trajan peers forward, as a badger peers, 
And sees the sickle twist, 
Sees the round blood-drops pour like tears 
Down the Mirmillo’s wrist 
Whence little discs splash on the yellow dust. 
Yet scarcely will the white-limbed giant relax 
Before the swarthy Thrax. 
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Now from the shelter of his shield upflung 
The swordsman strikes crook-kneed. 
Ah, how the fickle mob gives tongue 
To see the Thracian bleed ! 
Him had they greeted with a sudden shout, 
Yet now they jeer to see a dark streak slide 
Swift down his sinewy side. 


Without a sound the darting, swooping strokes 
Fall on unguarded flesh. 
Swayed like two tempest-tortured oaks 
Whose boughs are locked in mesh 
The gladiators strive. Now all about 
Is silence, so that one may hear afar 
Their breathing jerk and jar. 


What vision holds their dripping lids apart 
And through the heavy sweat 
What do they see? In each man’s heart 
Some stubborn hope must beat : 
Bracelets of gold; fair, jewelled hands to 
clasp ; 
And then from bath to banquet winds of 
fame 
Bearing an uncouth name ! 
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A little while they strain and clash. The 
gleam 
Of bronze and gold grows dull. 
Far-off there thrills one faint, high scream 
As, like a stricken bull, 
Falls the dark Thracian. With an angry 
gasp 
He dies. But still his bloody fingers stir 
Upon a creeping blur. 


The straight sword clatters back into its 
sheath | 
And he of the golden scale, 
Reprieved yet once again from death, 
Bows to the deep ‘‘ All Hail ’’ 
That thunders on him from the seething 
slopes : 
But first his scarred and battered helm is 
bent 
Towards Ceesar’s purple tent. 


The Captain of the Guard has left his place ; 
A vagrant feather grey 
Is floating near to Czesar’s face 
And must be waved away. 
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This done, he leans across the silken ropes 
And bids men bring, with urgent beckoning 
hand, 
More sand—and yet more sand. 
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A LITTLE WHILE THEY STRAIN AND CLASH. THE GLEAM OF BRONZE AND GOLD GROWS 
DULL. 


To face 7.6. 
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Il, THE TWO-HAND SWORD 
EDINBURGH. Circa 1495 


HENCE came Sir John Cockbewis 
And on what quest came he? 
He came from the Lowlands that lie across 
the sea, 
He came from the Lowlands, seeking high 
renown 
In Edinburgh-town. 


What said Sir John Cockbewis 
When to- the Town he came ? 
‘‘O, who will do battle, for honour and for fame, 
O, who will do battle, for love of his Ladye ? 
Let him come forth to me! ’’ 


Up spake Sir Patrick Hamilton 
Unto our good King James: * 
‘“‘ Now Scots knights are valiant, and comely 
are their dames, 
Now Scots knights are valiant—and that shall 
Cockbewis say ! 
I will go forth, perday! ”’ 


1 James IV. 
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The King spake to Sir Patrick 
All softly in his ear : 
“Sir Patrick, be prudent—for you I am in 
fear ; 
Sir Patrick, be prudent—when fought you last 
in field ? 
And what if you should yield P ”’ 


Sir Patrick, all unheeding, 
Unhooked his Two-Hand Sword. 
‘‘ Heigh, come forth, Cockbewis—I take thee 
at thy word. | 
Heigh, come forth, Cockbewis, either to win 
or fall 
Beneath the Castle-wall ! ’’ 


* a * * i 


Beneath the Castle-wall they made 
The sanded space and pallisade ; 

A hundred banners fluttered where 
The King sat in the Judge’s chair. 


Like a bright orchard in the Spring 
The banners gleamed about the King, 
Silver and rose-red, gold and green, 
With poles of painted wood between. 
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Above him towered the fortress grim, 
Below him lay the city dim, 

With fretted spire and pointed roof 
Half-hidden in a misty woof. 


Hard by the King had set a roll 

Of linen and a cordial-bowl ; 

In leechcraft he had wondrous skill 

And plied that craft with right good will. 


Soon came Sir Patrick, set erect 
Upon a charger mighty-necked. 

His motto glittered gold-on-grey, 
Invia virtutt pervia. 


Upon a destrier stubborn-thewed, 

Broad-breasted, glossy, sable-hued, 
With yellow tassels on his spear. 

Sir John Cockbewis did appear. 


The Lyon Herald shook his head : 
‘‘ How will Sir Patrick fare? ’’ he said. 
The Lyon Herald chafed his chin : 


‘‘A marvel, if Sir Patrick win !’’ 
2 
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Men breathed not when they ran the course, 
Lance against lance and horse to horse. 
Strong wrists and hardy horsemanship 
Shivered both lances to the grip. 


A second course they would have run, 
But the great horse of Hamilton 

Stuck in its hooves—God wot where-fore |— 
And could be urged to move no more. 


Sir Patrick would not be denied. 

‘‘ Bring me my Two-Hand Sword,’’ he 
cried, 

‘‘ And one unto Cockbewis bring, 

If so it please my lord the King !”’ 


On foot they came and tarried not, 
The Dutchman and the stalwart Scot. 
And their long, swooping weapons soon 
Whistled like plover o’er a dune. 


Each sought to thrust the narrow point 
Swiftly into some crack or joint, 

Or else to stun and overwhelm 

With blows on vambrace or on helm. 
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Sometimes aside the great strokes sprang, 
More often steel on steel would clang ; 
And through the sand unto the sod 
With striving, shifting steps they trod. 


Each blade was too good ells in length : 
Certes, he needs no common strength, 
Be he esquire or be he knight, 

Who with such weapons wills to fight ! 


Close, so that hilts and gauntlets met, 

Or at two paces’ distance set, 

They fought, while lengthening o’er them 
fell 

The shadow of the Citadel. 


They fought till from St. Margaret’s tower 
The clear bell called the vesper hour, 
And never once they glanced towards 
The King, nor eased their weary swords. 


Then, as the burning sunset broke 
The city’s hovering haze of smoke, 
Sir Patrick, by a mighty thrust, 

Beat down the Dutchman in the dust. 
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Blindly Cockbewis, on his knee, 

Gasped out—‘‘ Enough—I yield to thee ! ”’ 
Then to dissever man from man 

In haste the Lyon Herald ran. 


The King had raised his royal hand 
To cast his hat upon the sand, 

His hat of vair and cloth-of-gold 
Clasped with a carven crystal old. 


The trumpeters and heralds all 
Clamoured beneath the Castle-wall ; 

The King was blithe to hear them cry, | 
‘‘ Sir Patrick’s is the Victory ! ’’ 


* x * * * 


Where went Sir John Cockbewis 
And what last words spake he? 
He went to the Lowlands that lie across the 
sea, 
He went to the Lowlands, saying, ‘‘ Swords- 
man there is none 
Like the valiant Hamilton ! ’’ 
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Ill, THE ONE-HAND SWORD 
ST. GERMAIN-EN-LAYE. 1547 
fin US the Steur de Jarnac :— 


Whether his tale had any tinct of truth 
It matters little now ; for she of whom 
He spake, that golden Rose of Love and 
Youth, 
Has fallen to dust in alabaster gloom, 
And dust long since has filled his babbling 
lips. | 
Now few who know the way of his eclipse 
Have heard the cause. Death is no 
chatterer. 


Fair fight |!—Chastaigneraie my sometime 
friend, 
What but fair fight? The story was begun 
Maybe by others, but the story’s end 
You made your own, and thereby made it 
one 
Meet to be whispered to a laughing King. 
Well, well, you answered for your whispering, 
You—who had never held a glance from 


her |! 
13 
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Francis—whom God assoil—loved laughter 
well, 
And if his mirth bred anger, what cared he ? 
Chastaigneraie told—what he had to tell, 
And Francis wagged his dangling pearls at 
me, 
Yerked me between the ribs with merry 
thumb, 
Eyed me aslant, while I stood red and dumb, 
And laughed, beneath the shadow of his 
nose, 


I heard him laughing ; then I seemed to hear 
The chanting of a dirge—but far away ; 
I saw the long pearl swaying in his ear, 
And then, methought, I saw Chastaigneraie 
Pale as that pearl, with eyes as blank and 
dim ; 
And, while I looked, between myself and 
him 
Trembled the image of a golden Rose. 


o* * * i 7 
I was the challenger. Have I not said 
I challenged him? Chastaigneraie, I mean. 


Francis had laughed his last. He being dead 
I might pursue my vengeance. He had been 
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Perturbed—even he—lest his unheeding mirth 

Should lay my babbling friend beneath the 
earth, 

And he had warned him roundly, as I 
guess. 


I was the challenger. Mine was the choice 
Of weapons, and the choice of time was 


mine. 
The whole Court with one loud prophetic 
voice 
Foretold my overthrow. Great store of 
wine 


The kin of my opposer brought withal 
To pledge him, and they lent him tankards tall 
Of silver-gilt, to be in readiness. 


For four long weeks—that seemed not over- 
long— 
Chastaigneraie still strutted in the light 
Of summer suns. I knew that he was strong, 
A puissant wrestler, tough and quick in 
fight ; 
And better of himself he thought perchance 
Than of the doughtiest paladins of France, 
Yea, than of Charlemagne and Roland 
too | 
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The weeks passed, and his thread of life wore 
thin, 
But still he bragged and feasted. As they 
passed 
I planned a dozen different ways to win, 
And always felt most certain of the last ; 
Masses I heard, and orisons I made 
And practised diligently, blade to blade, 
With an Italian swordsman whom I 
knew. 


Men called him Caizo, and he called himself 
‘‘Captain.’’ A subtle rogue, to whom 
were known 
All tricks o’ the steel, who had upon his 
shelf | 
Talhoffer and Marozzo, but whose own 
Cunning and skill with dagger and with sword 
Exceeded theirs,—if you believed his word, 
As I did then—not without cause, I trow | 


I being the challenger, he bade me choose 
For weapons, two-edged sword and buckler 
| round, 
A sheathéd dagger hanging somewhat loose 
On the right thigh ; to my left arm he 
bound 


Google 


THE ONE-HAND SWORD 17 


A brassard, jointless shoulder unto wrist ; 
Its twin he bore to my antagonist, 
Who liked it ill, but might not say me 
No. 


You see wherefore? Look you, the arm 
being thus 
Held rigid, neither he nor I could seize, 
Grapple or throw. Unequal gain to us |! 
I was no wrestler, and upon my knees 
He might have forced me with a crook’d left 
arm 
Had not the Italian’s brassard, like a charm, 
Baffled him, and—yet wait,—I will tell 
you more. 


The King—not Francis, he had parted hence,— 
The King his son ! sat in the Judge’s seat ; 
Fine sand was strewn within a gilded fence, 
Gay-hued pavilions glimmered in the heat. 
Three hundred men in white and scarlet weed 
Followed my foe. My train was poor indeed, 
Only six-score. Nay, I had but six- 
score | 


* * *K * 


1 Henri II. 
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Chastaigneraie, my friend of other days, 
What devil tempted you to tell that tale P 
She must be blamed of some whom many praise, 
But you—why you ?—tThey said that I 
looked pale 
When I came forth ; yet not so pale, i’faith, 
As you. I sometimes wonder if your wraith 
Seen by the moon could have a ghastlier 
look. 


But Caizo swore for all my bloodless cheek 
My step was firm. He moved among the 


crowd 
And wagered I would win. ‘‘ For even the 
weak 
Are strong in a just cause !’’ the fellow 
vowed, 


And J was not a weakling. Yet it seemed 
To me that all I did was only dreamed, 
Or read, long since, in some old faded book. 


Caizo declared we fought like cunning men 
With thrust and parry. Methinks we took 
and gave 
Great swinging, ringing blows. And ever when 
Chance veered to me the watching King 
waxed grave. 
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THE ONE-HAND SWORD 19 


Like many splintered and dispersing suns 
The sun glanced from our fluted morions, 
And all about the tents hung, hushed 
and warm. 


Then I bethought me. Had I toiled in vain 

To learn of Caizo all that I might learn P 

Had he not taught me both to thrust and 
feign ? 

Chastaigneraie shot up his shield to turn 
A blow that I had never meant to strike ; 
Beneath his knee my sword-blade flickered 

like | 
The azure lightning of a summer storm. 


The ‘‘Coup de Jarnac’’ p—Nay, not mine it 
was, 
But the Italian’s. Once the keen edge 
slipped ; 
The second time I faltered not, because 
I had felt him shake. Then, wide-eyed, 
ashen-lipped, 
I saw his face tilt forward as he stood, 
While down his thigh ran glittering spurts 
of blood 
That made the fair sand into deadly 
mire. 
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My lady’s hair was like the Dauphine’s ! hair, 
Shadowy in the shadow, but once lit 
With sunlight, what a gleaming mesh was 
there, 
What whorls of bronze and gold were 
snared in it ! | 
And, as the Dauphine is, she was dusky-eyed ; 
She had that same slow glance that scatters 
wide 
Burning contagion of invisible fire. 


Her exquisite image faded. I awoke. 
Before my feet Chastaigneraie lay prone. 

He tried to rise, but the Italian’s stroke 
Had cleft the thews and sinews to the bone. 

‘* Babbler,’’ I muttered, ‘‘ would it were thy 


tongue 
Thus severed !’’ Then towards the King I 
swung 
And cried—‘‘ His life is thine, Sire—but 
not his | ’’ 


Then from the purple mud of that grim field 
Chastaigneraie’s hoarse voice said—“‘ Kill 


me !—Kill ! 
I have not yielded yet. I shall not yield.’’ 
1 Mary Stuart. 
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The King’s rod dropped. The trumpets 
clamoured shrill. 
And at that sign, like some huge hungry 
beast, 
The mob fell on the tables where the feast 
Was set to grace another end than this. 


What of Chastaigneraie? The King’s leech 
came 
And sought to staunch his wound with 
flaxen bands ; 
He—there was something knightly in a shame 
So passionate |—he rent them with his 
hands, 
And died. He had been my friend. We used 
to fly 
Our hawks together. But all men must die 
Some time, and most men in some 
dolorous wise. 


Fair fight—it was fair fight! Yet malice 
says 
The Coup de Jarnac was too subtle a 
thrust, 
And so Chastaigneraie has greater praise 
Than I, who stopped his busy mouth with 
dust. 
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Ten years his heart—and mine—have lain 
a-cold ; | 
And once I loved her well of whom he told 
His tale. Her eyes were like the Dau- 
phine’s eyes. 
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NOTE ON THE OMISSION. 
OF THE RAPIER 


HOUGH the period of the Rapier falls 
between that of the One-Hand Sword 
and that of the Small Sword, this weapon is 
here left unsung, for the following reasons. 
The Rapier was used chiefly for personal 
defence or aggression, in duels ‘‘ @ la Mazza,”’ 
or in ambushes and brawls. Except in semi- 
private demonstrations at salles d’armes, it 
was seldom employed in any formal test of 
skill before witnesses. As it is in just such 
a test that the essence of the Olympic “Ayay 
lies, the Small Sword, together with its direct 
descendant, the modern fencing-foil, stands in 
a far closer relation to the weapons used in 
the Roman arena and the Medizval champ 


clos. 7 
D. M. S. 
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IV. THE SMALL SWORD 
DUNKEROQUE. Circa 1785 


HROUGH blots of wax and blurs of smoke 
Faint-coloured shadows moved and 
broke 
In mirrors from whose bases sprung 
Sconces of copper crystal-hung. 
No lady paused to straighten there 
Her towering coils of frosted hair. 
What lady loves to see her face 
Warped from all semblance of its grace ? 
With unturned head each one would pass 
Those flawed and flickering discs of glass ; 
Even so might some tall tulip walk, 
With painted cheeks on rigid stalk. 
But more like ships with sails blown 
wide, 
Rigged with long ribbons rainbow-dyed 
And flagged with glowing needle-work 
Passed the three beauties of Dunkerque. 
Surely a happy man was he 
With whom they sipped the fuming tea, 
And envious of him was that man 


Who pounced upon the fallen fan ! 
24 
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The fan had fallen half-unseen ; 

Its ivory sticks peeped out between 

The flowery folds of Célie’s train 

And the blue slipper of Germaine. 

O, pert young Captain of Hussars, 

Born beneath inauspicious stars, 

It was not thine, most rash of men, 

To save the fan of Adrienne ! 

She thanked thee—but didst thou not mark 
That o’er the features stern and dark 

Of her affronted Cavalier 

There passed the shadow of a sneer? 

Thou wouldst have read, hadst thou been wise, 
A warning in those sombre eyes ; 

But Captains of the Hussars have lacked 
Ere this the subtle gift of tact ! 

Deluded youth, thou shouldst have made 

A bow, with all thy fingers laid 

Like star-fish-points upon thy heart, 

And then have hastened to depart. 


But nay... a wandering chair he seized, 
Sure he must please, since he was pleased, 
And sat, like an intrusive ghost, 

Between fair Célie and her host. 

In vain she turned away her ear, 


He would speak, though she would not hear ; 
3 
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And vainly did her sisters try 

To fan him off, like some bright fly. 

Not so their host. He seemed to find 

The Captain’s prattle to his mind ; 

And when of swordsmanship they spoke 

Even the cold Germaine awoke. 

‘‘ Monsieur is skilled in tricks of fence ? ’’ 

And he, with artless insolence, 

Retorted : ‘‘ Faith, Mademoiselle, 

Such is the tale my victims tell.’’ 

‘‘ Have you crossed swords, by any chance, 

With the most subtle blade in France? '’ 

Asked Célie. Pat the answer came— 

‘‘ Well, if not mine, what is his name? ”’ 

‘‘His name is De St. Georges.’’—‘‘ Ah, 
yes. 

From Guadaloupe p—You must confess 

His master-gift is length of limb, 

A dozen times I’ve beaten him !"’ 

Célie set down the pale Lapsang 

As to his feet her gallant sprang : 

Behind her cup Germaine laughed low, 

Adrienne’s fan moved to and fro. 

‘‘ Captain, you would be glad, no doubt, 

To try a little friendly bout ? 

It might amuse these ladies much 

To choose which buttons I shall touch.’’ 
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‘‘ Buttons? ’’ ‘‘Butyes! Ibid them choose 

Which I shall touch.’’ ‘‘If I refuse? ”’ 

‘Why, then you prize your buttons more 

Than your renown. Come, clear the floor.’’ 

Crimson and mute the braggart stood, 

While the fair three, in merry mood, 

With fingers light as fluttering leaves 

Touched coat and waist-coat, cuffs and sleeves. 

‘‘This button, pray!’’ ‘‘And_ that!’”’ 
‘* And this ! ’’ 

‘* Such pretty buttons!’’ ‘‘ If you miss 

A single one, we’ll swear this youth 

Has told us nothing but the truth !’’ 

O, luckless, ludicrous Hussar, 

See in the mirrors what you are, 

That image most disconsolate, 

A braggart in the grip of fate |! 

A space is cleared. They bow. They start. 

A snap of steel—a thrust in quarte ; 

The watching ladies clap and laugh ; 

One button touched, one cut in half ! 

The dark-browed fencer, grim as death, 

Lunges—the parquet creaks beneath 

His heel—and thrice he thrusts in prime, 

Hitting a button every time. 

The young Hussar, becoming fierce, 

Tries wildly now to parry in tierce ; 
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Little he knows the subtle wrist 

And eye of his antagonist ! 

He tries to rally. He has just 

Descried an opening for a thrust 

When it is parried. He can feel 

One button more bend under steel. 

The clashing of the thin grey swords, 

The click of heels upon the boards, 

The hiss of coat-sleeves strained and slit, 

Drowns the faint sound of buttons hit. 

‘* Seven ! Mesdemoiselles, are those 

The seven buttons that you chose? ”’ 

‘‘They are, they are!’’ ‘‘ The match is 
done |! ”’ 

‘‘ And you have hit each single one !’’ 

‘‘ Stay, fairest daughters of the French,’’— 

He thrusts in quarte ; then with a wrench 

He makes the Captain’s weapon spin 

Out of his fist—‘‘ ’Tis thus I win.’’ 

Wrathful, with foolish empty hands, 

The victim of his prowess stands ; 

Instead of praises or regrets, 

He mutters challenges and threats. 

The victor turns. ‘‘ My little friend, 

Our fight could have no other end. 

Such waistcoats are too fine to spoil ! 

Look—yonder you will find your foil. 
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What, you would fight again? Then chance 
May match you with some foe of France ; 
But—deeply honoured—I decline 

To cross your blade again with mine. 
Now, ladies, shall we not return 

Unto the tea-board and the urn ? 

But, pray, let fall nor fan nor cup, 

Lest some Hussar should pick it up. 

And, Captain, one last word, I pray. 

Next time it pleases you to say 

That De St. Georges has fought with you 
Speak boldly—for it will be true ! ’’ 
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EPILOGUE 


OW that the brief songs end and the 
plantoms fade 
Called for a little while from the murk of 
time, 
I sing of the spirit that dwells in the bright 
grey blade. 


There an influence dwells, of three forces 
born— 

Beauty and Valour and Honour—and there 
they are one 

As the stars are one in the jewelled cup of 
the morn. 


The spirit of beauty runs, like the sap in the 
tree, 
Through the ancient clay and wood, the bronze 
and the stone, 
That man wrought with his hands of old, 
by the land-girt sea. 
30 
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In the petalled grace of the sail aslant o’er 
the foam | 

Of the waves that climbed and clove on a 
gilded prow 

It was seen and sung, when the Argive ships 
winged home. 


In the lion-handled jars from the painted 
chest 

Of Pharaoh, the pale red gods on the dusky 
curve 

Of the Grecian wine-vase, still it is manifest. 


When the silver torch of the moon is lifted 
on high 

The wide unwitting waters follow and shine ; 

So man is drawn by beauty and knoweth 
not why. 


The faithful wood, the flint and the coloured 
clay 

Earth gave to her strange last-born, half-god, 
half-child, 

And her hidden ores, the purple and red and 


grey. 
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32 SWORD SONGS 


He took her gifts in his hands: thereof he 
wrought 

Things holy and humble, that body and soul 
might live ; 

He gave them the impress of will, the image 
of thought. 


Altar and hearth he made, and the patient 
plough, 

The spokeless wheel and the shallow boat 
rough-hewn, | 

And the Sword—like a leaf from a great 
bronze willow-bough. 


The Sword—when he made him a Sword he 
had journeyed far 

From the dusk of the knotted forest where 
tribes would crash 

Like wolves contending in blind and weapon- 
less war. 


For beauty thrilled through the bronze—that 
spirit divine 

Winged on the waves and pent in the polished 
urn 

Willed the form and the hue, the curve and 
the line. 


ee 
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The Trojan chariots, the ox-hide shields and 
the spears 

Of the god-like Achaians, have they not been 
sung of old 

In songs that thunder and clang down the 
listening years ? 


But now with the spearmen the swordsmen 
sleep in the dark, 

Once mighty in doomful battle or bannered 
list, 

And their swords sleep with them, ruddy and 
mute and stark. 


Tall phantoms pass sometimes o’er an arrassed 
wall, 

Sword-names are heard, like notes on a dis- 
tant horn, 

Philippan, Excalibur, Balmung and Durandal. 


More faint and fleet are those sworded shadows 
grown ; 

More faintly, as from a forest beyond the 
sea, 

The sound of that horn on a wavering wind 
is blown. 
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Lest they pass for ever from us it were surely 
well 

That some singer should sing again as the 
blind bard sang 

Who stirred like a trumpet the pulses of 
Astrophel : 


Should sing brief fragments of song that are 
touched by gleams 

From a sun that sets beyond painted windows 
fair, 

The sunset of chivalry o’er the hill of dreams. 


Oblivion creeps, like the dark corruption of 
death, 

Over the chivalric vision, the Sign of the 
Sword ; | 

The spider breeds in the hilt and the worm 
in the sheath. 


Once in the Sign of the Sword Uplifted men 
saw 

The moonlight blade of Michael, of him who 
hurled 

Satan from God’s high tower—an image of 
awe. 


Go gle 


EPILOGUE 35 


And still the Sign of the Sword is unto the 
eyes 

Beauty, and unto the heart it is Valour deep- 
held, 

And unto the spirit, Honour. These dead, 
the soul dies. 


In the bronze leaf-blade dwelt Beauty ; the 
touch of her 

Flowered into mazes of gold on Damascus 
steel 

And smoothed the Toledo supple and sinister. 


And Valour, even such Valour uncouth and 
rude 

As theirs who fought at Rome in the reeking 
ring, 

Was the force that informed the blade, that 
upheld and pursued. 


And Honour—Honour endures when the epic 
scroll ’ 

Crumbles, when Beauty is darkened and 
Valour vain ; 

For Honour is heart of the heart and soul of 
the soul. 
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Now, when the scabbard silver-studded and 
brave, 

Of Aias moulders deep in some Asian fosse, 

When Joyeuse darkens redly in Charlemagne’s 
grave, 


Now, when the battling nations of earth are 
tried 

By gtimmer weapons, in deadlier, blinder 
ways, 

And the splendours of war have waned with 
the warrior’s pride, 


Honour endures, and holds like a golden 
cord . 

The knightly and noble past to the days that 
are, . 

Honour made manifest in the Sign of the 
Sword. 


For the skilful hand and the swift, keen mind 
may still 

Wield the flickering blade in an arduous test, 

Steel against vibrant steel, and will against 
will. 
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EPILOGUE 37 


The ardour and faith of a world that has 
passed from sight 

Shine out again in the love of the lore of the 
Sword 

As the light of the sun is flashed from the 
stars of the night. 


Beauty,—the form of the blade, and Valour,— 
its force, 

And Honour,—its deathless soul, I have sung 
of them all : | 

Now that the brief songs end, I have finished 
my course. 
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STANLEY LANE POOLE. Fourth Edition. 
108. net. 


Raleigh (Sir Walter) 
THE LETTERS OF SIR WALTER RALEIGH. 
Edited by LADY RALEIGH. Two Vols. 
Demy 8vo. £1 10s. net. 


Rice-Oxley (L.) 
OXFORD RENOWNED. 
Demy 8vo, 18s. net. 


Rutter (Owen) 
THE NEw BALTIC STATES AND THEIR 
FuTurRE : AN ACCOUNT OF LITHUANIA, 


Illustrated. 


LATVIA AND_ ESTONIA. _ Illustrated. 
Demy 8vo. 158. net. 
Smith (Adam) 


THE WEALTH OF NaTIONS. Edited by 
EpwIN CANNAN. 2 Vols. Demy 8vo. 
£1 58. net. 


Smith (C. Fox) 
SAILOR Town Days. SEA SONGS AND 
BaLLaps. A BooK OF FAMouS SHIPS. 
SuHip ALLEY. FULL SAIL. Each, illus- 
trated, 6s. net. ‘THE RETURN OF THE 
“* Cutty Sark.” Illustrated. 3s. 6d. net. 
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Sommerfeld (Arnold) 
ATOMIC STRUCTURE AND SPECTRAL 
Lines. Demy 8vo. £1 123. net. 


Stevens (F. E.) 
THE New Forest BEAUTIFUL.  Illus- 
trated. Crown 8vo. 8s. 6d. net. 


Stevenson (R. L.) 
THE Letrers. Edited by Sir SIDNEY 
COLVIN. 4 Vols. Feap. 8vo. Each 
6s. net. 


Stratton (F. J. M.) 
ASTRONOMICAL Puysics. Demy 8vo. 
155 net.. 


Surtees (R. S.) 
HANDLEY CROSS. Mr. SPoNnce’s 
SporTING Tour. ASK MAMMA. Mr, 
Facrty ROMFORD’s HOUNDS. PLAIN OR 
RINGLETS ? HILLINGDON HALL. Each, 
illustrated, 7s. 6d. met. JORROCKS’S 
JAUNTS AND JOLLITIES. HAWBUCK 
GRANGE. Each, illustrated, 6s. net. 


Thomson (J. Arthur) 


WHAT IS MAN? 6s. 6d. net. SCIENCE 
AND RELIGION. 78. 6d. net. 

Tilden (W. T.) 
THE ART OF LAWN TENNIS. SINGLES 


AND DousB.es. Each, illustrated, 6s. 
net. THE COMMON SENSE OF LAWN 
TENNIS. Illustrated. 5s. net. 


Tileston (Mary W.) 
DAILY STRENGTH FOR DAILY NEEDS. 
3st Edition. 38.6d.net. India Paper, 
Leather, 6s. net. 


Underhill (Evelyn) 
MystTIcisM (Tenth Edition). 1§s. net. 
THE LIFE OF THE SPIRIT AND THE LIFE 


OF To-pay (Sixth Edition). 7s. 6d. 
net, 

Vardon (Harry) 
How To PLAY GoLF. Iilustrated. 
18th Edition. Crown 8vo. 5s. net. 


Waterhouse (Elizabeth) 
A Litt_e Book or LIFE AND DEATH. 
22nd Edition. Small Pott 8vo. 2s. 6d. 
net. 
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Wilde (Oscar). 
‘THE WORKS. 
net. 


In 16 Vols. Each 6s. 6d. 


I. Lorp ARTHUR SAVILE’S CRIME AND 
THE PORTRAIT OF Mr. W.H. II. THE 
DUCHESS OF PADUA. III. Poems. IV. 
Lapy WINDERMERE’S FAN. V. A 
WOMAN OF No ImporTANCE. VI. AN 
IDEAL HUSBAND. VII. THB IMPOR- 


TANCE OF BEING EARNEST. VIII. A 
Housk OF POMEGRANATES. IX, IN- 
TENTIONS. X. DE PROFUNDIS AND 
PRISON LETTERS. XI. Essays. XII. 
SALOME, A FLORENTINE TRAGEDY, and 
LA SAINTE COURTISANE. XIII. A 
CRITIC IN PALL MALL. XIV. SELECTED 
PROSE OF OSCAR WILDE. XV. ART AND 
DECORATION. XVI. For LOVE OF THB 
KING. 5s. net. 


PART II. A SELECTION OF SERIES 


The Antiquary’s Books 
Each, illustrated, Demy 8vo. ros. 6d. net. 
A series of volumes dealing with various 
branches of English Antiquities, com- 
prehensive and popular, as well as 
accurate and scholarly. 


The Arden Shakespeare 

Edited by W. J. Craic and R. H. Case. 
Each, wide Demy 8vo. 6s. net. 

The Ideal Library Edition, in single 
plays, each edited with a full Introduc- 
tion, Textual Notes and a Commentary 
at the foot of the page. Now complete 
in 39 Vols. 


Classics of Art 
Edited by J. H. W. Laine. Each, pro- 
fusely illustrated, wide Royal 8vo. 153. 
net to £3 35. net. 
A Library of Art dealing with Great 
Artists and with branches of Art. 


The ‘* Complete " Series 

Demy 8vo,. Fully illustrated. 

AIRMAN. 16s. net. AMATEUR BOXER. 
tos. 6d. met. ATHLETIC ‘TRAINER. 
ros. 6d. net. BILLIARD PLAYER. 10s. 6d. 
net. COOK. tos. 6d. net. FOXHUNTER. 
16s. net. GOLFER. 125. 6d. met. HOCKEY 
PLAYER. 10s, 6d. net. HORSEMAN. 153. 
net. JUJITSUAN (Cr. 8vo.). 55. met. 
LAWN TENNIS PLAYER. 128. 6d. net. 
MOTORIST. ros. 6d. net. MOUNTAIN~ 
EER. 18s. net. OARSMAN. 12s. 6d. net. 
PHOTOGRAPHER. 128. 6d. net. RUGBY 
FOOTBALLER, ON THE NEw ZEALAND 
SYSTEM. 12s. 6d. net. SHOT. 16s. net. 
SWIMMER. 10s. 6d. net. YACHTSMAN. 
155. net. 
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The Connoisseur’s Library 
With numerous Illustrations. Wide 
Royal 8vo. £1 118. 6d. net each vol. 
ENGLISH COLOURED BooKs. ETCHINGS. 
EUROPEAN ENAMELS. FINE BOOKS. 
GLass. GOLDSMITHS’ AND SILVER- 
SMITHS’ WorRK. ILLUMINATED MANU- 
SCRIPTS. IVORIES. JEWELLERY. MEZZO~ 
TINTS. MINIATURES. PORCELAIN. 
SEALS. WoobD SCULPTURE. 


The Do's and Dont’s Series 
Feap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net each. 
This series, although only in its in- 
fancy, is already famous. In due course 
it will comprise clear, crisp, informative 
volumes on all the activities of life. 
Write for full list 


The Library of Devotion 
Handy editions of the great Devotional 
books, well edited. Small Pott 8vo. 
33. net and 33. 6d. net. 


Little Books on Art 
Well Illustrated. Demy 16mo. Each 
5s. net. 


Modern Masterpieces 
In sets of six, Feap. 8vo. 
volume, 
Pocketable Editions of Works by A. A. 
MILNE, JOSEPH CONRAD, ARNOLD 
BENNETT, G. K. CHESTERTON, E. V. 
Lucas and HILAIRE BELLOC. 


3s. 6d. each 


Sport Series 
Mostly Illustrated. Fecap.8vo. 2s. net 
to ss. net each. 
Handy books on all branches of sport by 
experts. 
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Methuen’s Half-Crown Library 
Crown 8vo. and Feap. 8vo. 


Methuen's Two Shilling Library 
Feap. 8vo. 


Two series of cheap editions of popular 
books. 
Write for complete lists 


The Westminster Commentaries 
Demy 8vo. 8s. 6d. net to 16s. net. 
Edited by W. Lock, D.D. The object 
of these commentaries is primarily 
to interpret the author’s meaning to the 
present generation, taking the English 
text in the Revised Version as their 


THE LITTLE GUIDES 


Small Pott 8vo. Illustrated and with Maps 
45. net mostly 
THE 62 VOLUMES IN THE SERIES ARE — 

BEDFORDSHIRE AND HUNTINGDONSHIRE 
BERKSHIRE MONMOUTHSHIRE 
BRITTANY NORFOLK 53. net. 
BUCKINGHAMSHIRE NORMANDY 5s. net 
CAMBRIDGE AND COLLEGES NORTHAMPTONSHIRE 
CAMBRIDGESHIRE NORTHUMBERLAND 78. 6d. net 


CATHEDRAL CITIES OF ENGLAND AND 
WALES 6s. net 

CHANNEL ISLANDS 55. net 

CHESHIRE §s. net 

CORNWALL 

CUMBERLAND AND WESTMORLAND 6s. net 

DERBYSHIRB 

DEVON 

DorssT ss. 6d. net 

DURHAM 

ENGLISH LAKES 6s. net 

ESSEX 

GLOUCESTERSHIRE 

HAMPSHIRE 

HEREFORDSHIRE 43. 6d. net 

HERTFORDSHIRE 

IsLz OF MAN 6s. net. 

IsLE OF WIGHT 

KENT 55. net 

KERRY 

LANCASHIRE 6s. net 

LEICESTERSHIRE AND RUTLAND 55. net 

LINCOLNSHIRE 6s. net 

LINCOLN’s INN AND GRAyY’s INN 4s. net 

LONDON 

MALVERN COUNTRY 


MIDDLESEX 

NORTH WALES 6s. net 
NOTTINGHAMSHIRE 

OXFORD AND COLLEGES 
OXFORDSHIRE 

ROME 5s. net 

St. Paut’s CATHEDRAL 
SHAKESPEARE’S COUNTRY 
SHROPSHIRE 

SICILY ; 
SNOWDONIA 6s. net 

SOMERSET 

SouTH WALES 

STAFFORDSHIRE 58. net 

SUFFOLK 

WARWICKSHIRE 58. net 
WESTMINSTER ABBEY 
WILTSHIRE 
WORCESTERSHIRE 6s. net 
YORKSHIRE EAST RIDING 53. net 
YORKSHIRE NortTH RIDING 
YORKSHIRE WEST RIDING 78. 6d. net 
YORK 6s. net 
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